THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER
and coloured. In the centre of the ceiling an immense
crystal chandelier whirls incessantly, sending a mil-
lion sparks of green and blue and purple on to the
faces of the crowd. The noise is deafening. Every
other person is drunk.
I have a sudden feeling of revulsion - a feeling that
there is going to be a battle of races - a feeling that if
we have to make exhibitions of ourselves, it would be
more decent to do it among our own kind, I want
to get out, but it is too late. The cabaret has
begun.
Eight almost naked coloured girls are standing
round the room. From their immense and cherry-
coloured mouths there echoes a shrill scream of dis-
cord. They are joined by eight coloured men, in red
pants and straw hats. They rock about together in a
blaze of light. It isn't very pretty, but it affects the
crowd so much that they yell their approval, and
some of the waiters rush madly into the show, until
they are dragged off by other waiters (or, occa-
sionally, by guests who seem to desire their com-
pany).
The dancing becomes general. I am getting
rather drunk myself. It is the only thing to do. I
look down at the table and see the sweep of orange
and vermilion lights reflected in the ice-water.
Pretty lights - pretty lights! I take up an olive and
throw it at a lady on my left. She picks it off the
floor and eats it gravely, not glancing at me. A col-
oured waiter is standing before me, grinning. Why
is he grinning? Who cares? He is very clever with
that silver tray. It whirls and whirls on the tips of his
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